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(Continued from puge )

‘“Look bere,” bhe began sternly; “you
ean't expect one class to fight the bat-
tles of another class. Why should
they? Do you fight our battles? If
you want us to run our railroads and
mines and factories In a certaln way,
it's up to you to make us do it. You've
got votes; we've got money and organ-
fzation. It's a fight, class against class.
You want to get rid of your griev-
ances; we want to keep our privileges.
Go nhead-make laws, Inspect our
books, learn our secrets, put us in jail,
do anything. But If you ean’'t do any-
thing, keep still, take your medicine
and don't come whining to us to play

game, We will never do It—
pever! We are too busy playing our
own.”

Moran stormed Into the room. He
was hot, disheveled; his eyes glittered.

“Here, you, Jackson!" he shouted,
Do yov think that you can grab the
‘whole bnkeshop business and throw
bundreds of men out of work? My
bosa has jolned your combination, and

_ I've got notice to quit! It's an out
unln

He turned upon Haggleton.

“Hold on!" commanded Phillp.

Moran restrained himself,

“See here, Moran,” the millionaire be-
gan, “this combination is a good
thing.”

“It's a blamed monopoly"'—

The baker's nssistant started on an-
other speech full of abuse.

“You watch him,” said Haggleton,
dryly to Gentle. “Now listen.”

“Look here, Moran; we'll make bet-
ter bread and cheaper bread for the
whole east side."

Moran continued his harangue.

“Yes, and you'll ruln homes in every
street.,”

Better and Dbetter, thought Haggle-
ton. The man was working himself up

“Here, you, Jackson!" he showted,

to a climnx of denunciatory fury. The
anticlimax be bad already prepared
wotild be all the more telling.

“We will make a lot of money,"” he
said.

“Blood money!" shrieked Moran.
“Any man who would touch a penny
of it is a low hound!

“I am sorry you feel that way."
Haggleton's volee sounded disappoint-
od. *1 had plcked you out ns assistant
manager."

Gentle became very attentive,

“Assistant manager!” exclaimed Mo-
ran.

“With a salary of §18 a week to be-
gin with.”

“Eighteen to begin!"
staggered.

“But of course,” the millionaire went
on regretfully. “1 can't ask you now
to take it, knowing the way you feel,
You wonld regard it as blood money."

“Yes—of course," Moran stammered,
“that Is to sny—perhaps—come to think
of it, 1 don’t know as I wonld"-

“But conszider you would always be
thinking of those mothers and chil-
dren.”

Y“Well, cheaper bread would be n
blessing, and as assistant monager |
conld make things easler for them. |
accept.”

“Very well, then. Go down to the
Madison street bakery and help set up
the ciectrie kneading machine.

Moran turned with plnority, touched)
his bat aud went out,

“You see,” commenced FHaggleton,
“It's ns easy ns that.”

e was grimly amused.

Gentle did not apswer. It occurred
to him that perhaps he might teach
Haggleton an object lesson o his
turn and regain his influence over
Philip. So he said:

“1 forgot those tenement house calls,
my boy." Turuoing to Haggleton, he
added, “Perhaps you wonld llke to go
with us?  But the millionaire replied
with barely concealed impatience:

“There 18 no use In these tenement
calls,”

“Oh. yes, there ia." protested Gentle.

Ouletly Haggleton had continued his
iuvestigantions of this tenement house
problem himself and achleved a groat
deal. Much of the misery he had seen
was preventable by the sufferers them-
selves, Already be bod begun to for-
mulate plans which be would Iny be
fore these two rfformers. His blfer
af ten wlillone for the cause to Gentle
hnd oot bheon mnde on the spur of the
Sl coushilering it wise not
to leave Philip Just then to the nnop-

Moran was

went,

posed |ofluence of Gentle, be accom-

panled them »ron thelr missien

CHAPTER XL
TUE WOMAN WHO TEMPTED HIM.

ENNY. who bad been hidden in
ber lttle room during this long
futerview, walting, watchful
for un opportunlty to see Phil-

ip alone, now entered the larger apart-
ment swiftly and darted to the win.
dow.

Where were they golug? She look-
od out of the window. Would Joe
varry out his promise? Bhe had paid
Him for his service.

She saw a Loy run out of a door-
vay, speak to Philip and give him a
note,

She was all prepared for him. She
had taken off her dress and put on a
roft wrapper of yellow and black, with
her daintlest., timslest thiogs under-
neath and just a touch of perfume.
She bad let down bher thick bair and
left It hanging over her shoulders,
Then she had opened a bottle of gold
dust Mol snd carefully applied little
dabs of it to her arms and shonlders,
where it remained in €hining blotches,

Poor Jenny! She bullt such high
hopes upon this primitive ruse of hers,
this teap of her plhysiesl attenctions
lald for the man whom she worshiped
and would have served so loyally and
with a devetion that asked so little in
return, This wuas what life bad
taught her. The dregs through which
she had waded clung to her, She be
leved that throngh them she could
attnin®her high purpose, for her love
for Phiilp was high and rue, compact
of the noblest aspirations, the best of
all of her.

She would pot stoop to the base use
of her knowledge of Margaret's rela-
tonship. Mr, Jackson bad saved her
from that basepess, but all was falr
in love, and she was beautiful. That
weapon, given ber, she would em-
ploy.

I'resently the door opened.
there? she called.

“It's L replied Philip.
you here?”’

“Yes," confusedly.
Ing up the room.
you."

The girl came forward, walking
rather unsteadily. “I don’t feel well,”
she sald. *“It Is a sort of dizziness'
She put her band to her eyes,

“You're weak and falnt,”" exclaimed
Pullip. *“You must sit down.”

Jenny sat down obediently.

“Has Joe Caffrey been here?” asked
Philip.

“No."

“He wants to see me.”

Jenny sighed falntly.

“YWaot a blanket around you?"

“No; I'm too hot already. Maybe 1
have fever.” ‘She held out her hand.

“Your hand Is warm,” sald Phillp,
“but it seems all right to me.”

He drew ap a coalr and sat down
at her side,

“I'm so unhappy. Phil" murmured
Jenny., “What can 1 do? Tell me,
I'isll; You're the ounly one 1 ean turn
to, and—oh. It's awrlully hard!”

*I know, Jenny, but"—

“T've tried to do right, haven't 17
I've taken any old kind of work, and,
God knows, $5 a week isn't much for
a girl who's lived as 1 have. Why, $5
a day wouldn't pay for the flowers I
used to get! Haven't 1 come down
and lived and worked in this rotten
place and never kicked?"

“Indeed you have, Jenny. You've
been fine,” gnid Phillp earnestly,

“Sometimes | ask myself what's the
use of belng decent. Who cares?

“We all care."

Jenny smiled wistfully. “Do you
care, Phil? 1 did it all for you"

“Youn did it because |t wns right,
Jenny,” he sald gravely, but he folt
vaguely wuncomfortable uander her
pleading eyes.

“Thil” she went on, “youn don't know
how hard my work Is. This gold dust
stuff seems to eat right Into me, and
I ean’t get it off. See bere,” and she
showed him the marks,

He gnzed at the gilt marks on her
neck and spoke sympathetically to her.

Jenny Interrupted him.

“Phil, do you ever think of the old
days, before 1 was married? You said
1 was pretty."”

“You were pretty.” he answered un-
oteadily, “and—and you are pretty."”

How his pulses throbbed!

“Yes?" she brightened. “And. Pull
you kissed me once. 1 remember what
you sujd."

“What did 1 say?"* he faltered.

“You salldl my lips were the sweel:
es! things you ever tasted.”

He roso (o ngitation.

“T must go, Jenng,” he said.
can’'t wait.”

“Not yet, Phil,” she begged, and,
swiftly ehanging the ground of her
attnck, she spoke of her life with such
Lumble snduesa that Phillp, touched
and reassured, sat down agaln, It
seemed, she sald, as If ap evil star
hung over her. Why sbould George
have been killed? If he bad been
gpared her eversthing would bave
been different.  And if they hadno't
taken away her little baby and let it
die then still she sould have bad
something 1o Hve for. Her volce broke
as she spoke of her baby. And If
that seifish womnn hadn't left her
busband alone then, perbaps even
then, she would have kept straight.
But things bad been too hard for ber,
She bado’t had a fair chance, nnd—

8he turned 1o Phillp with ber whole
soul In ber eyes. “Tell me, Phil, do
you think we a wicked giel 7

“No, Jenny, I-1 don't.”

“Oh, thank you!" she cried,

“8Sit closer to me—tere, People get
lonely, don’t they, IPhll?"

Her eyes were burning on him.

“Y eem

“And want to be loved, don't they?"
1= wy 80."

“And - sometimes petted 1

He ould not speak:; he could only
100k at ﬂth swimming eyes and
ber red, buif parted lips. She. trem-
bled with the love that scars and sears.

“Who's
“Hello! Are

*l—er—]1 was fix-
1 did not expect

T wil nave its way., For a moment
she met bis eyes and then with swift
passlon caught him in her arms.

“1 love you!" she cried passionately,
“Oh, how 1 love you!"

She kissed biw full on the lips again
and again, and he returned her kisses,

Then at this moment of perll—then
suddenly some power in him ecleared
his brain, and In a finsh of sober vislon
he snw Margaret, his Margaret. look-
Ing at him with grave reproof. With
sudden revulsion he broke away from
her, erying:

“What a dog T am!™

Jenny, disillusioned, homilinted. rose
quickly aond stood looking at him. A
bottle on the table caught his atten-
tion. It was the little flask of lquid
gold. The truth suddenly flashed upon
bim. She hnd been playing a part; she
had tricked him here to—to destroy
him.

“Yon littie devil! he eriea.

“Puil" ehe eried in fear.

“Let me see those stalng” he or-
dered, and be tore her wrapper opem,

exposing her neck, He rubbed his fln
gers over the stains,

*Ah, 1 thought so! You sald 1t
wouldn't come off, It comes off quite
easlly. You were lying to me."”

“No," she sald wenkly.

He opeued the bottle.

*I say you were lying. It's the same
stuff. You brought it here; you put it
on your shoulders; you—yon'—

“1 didn't menn any harm.”

“No harm!" he shouted, “Henvens!
What do you call harm? Becnuse you
hate the girl | love you get me here
by tricks amd les, Joe Caffery never
sent that oote!”

“He wrote it, I'iL”

“You mode him write It. Il he
wanted to see me he'd be bere. You
wanted to get me here—alone”

He paused,

“Do yon—do you own ap?*

“Yes,” she sald faintly.

“Phil, 1—1 did It because”—

“You're had all through''

Jenny shrank in despair.

“1 am bad all through?' she snld

uletly.  “All right. [ got you here by
o trick? That's true. And I hate the
glirl you love? You bet 1 do!

“But what are you?' she flamed.
“You are a loyal lover; you are &
preacher of reform, Phillp Ames, but
you held me lu your arms, and you
kissed my mouth!™

She paused, then added:

“And you Hked it! You liked it!"

She showed the séorn of the woman
for the man who Is wenk nnd places
‘the blame on her.

Philip sank into a chair, crushed,
burying his face In his bhands. How
could he ever face Margnret ngnin?

Jenny forgot herself, her defeat, in
the desire o console the beloved one,
It was n sister's feeling., pure, com-
passionnte, unselfish

She knelt beslde him and compas
slonately whismrod his opnme,

He rose with hateed in his volee:

“Dont spetk to me”

The tone drove ber
determination.

“Do you mein that?™ she asked,

“Yes, 1 mean "

Philip’s volee was that of the man
who echoes the weak plea of the first
man;: The woman tempted me.

“Then it's all ¢f," Jenny said brisk-
I¥. Her mind was made up.

She went to ber room and returned
with hat and cloak.

“l am going. | won't trouble yon
any more. Goodhy."

Philip did net grasp the horrible
meaning of her words,

Jenuy still bad a lingering hope. Dut
Philip peither moved nor spoke. 8o

to a dezpermte

ghe suld her final farewell, pleadingly:
“1 awm ogorry, Phil=but 1—=1 loved
you, and when & girl as bud ns 1 am

loves 8 man—It is"-—

The door cioged behind her.

Maggleton found Philip in the room
an hour Iater.

“1 have hnd an unpleasant experl
ence,” sald the son.

“With Jenny Moran?"

“Yes; It was Jenny. 1 tried to help
her.”

Haggleton brushed some face powder
off Philip's sleeve. Philip blushed.

“1 =ee” bhe snid. then resolutely.
“She's In love with you?"

“Love!" answered Philip, with loath-
ing,
“H'm!" wmused HHazgleton, brushing
gsome more fnee powder off the lnpel

-

“lon't speak 1o me.”
of Philip’s cont. “Next thipe I wonid
advise you to help soms omler and
homeller female.”

The Favorite Base Burner can be located at any part
of the house where it is most convenient to have it; it is
an ornament and adds to the cheerfuluess of the home.

Its original wonderful triple exposed flue construc-
tion, together with its extensive circulating flues, equal-
izes the tempesature throughout the house and obtains the
greatest amount of exposed radiating surface of any heat~
ing apparatus made in corresponding size fire-pots.

~ Every door, mica frame and joint is perfectly fitted.
The stove is finished like a piece of silverware, is clean,
economical and produces an even temperature.

The Favorite Base

Burner

will hold fire 72 hours without attention; longer than any steam, hot water, or hot air
heating apparatus,
People in moderate circumstances, who want comfort, economy and convenience,

will buy a Favorite Base Burner, the acme of perfection in the stovemaker's art, and
positively the finest made heating stove in the world.

FOR PARTICULARS SEE

IBA_ 6. GURRY, The Hardware Man
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Home is Complete
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Please
The Broadest Assortment of Pianos of Known High Charac-

is built with an wterior

it in purt puyment
before Christmag ns desired.

Without a Piano

According to Addi-on,

Music

the mosi important mater-

= i want of homan nature,

and shel-
[t is the v hicle for the
expression of joy, the most
- effectual .solnce for sorrow,
S = — and the most certain dispeller
of loneliness, when human

alter food, ralment

_— fer.

no.mnulﬂlL _-.:F—____"".—::; : i e
Te e = = companionship is absent,
: _ Music Entertains, Edu-
4 poprrr ——— cates and Refines those
who come in contact with it,
The Universal Instru-

ment for the production of
music, nnd for accompanying
the human voice, is the
Piano

Within a very few years, it
was almost impossible for
any, but the rich. to own a

I
I

piano.  Today almost any
----- =8 wage earner may gratify his

=) or her musical desires, and
secure possession of a thor-

oughly good piano at a reasonable cost and on terms that can be readily met.

First, by selling GOOD Pianos at a fair FIXED PRICE. Second, by allowing BASY TERMS

of pavment, withont sdding apything but bankable interest to the fixed cash piice.  Third,

yon are not vonfined in your selection to the product of any one factory or wsunfscturin

combination.  We do not give prejodiced advice, This is & store, tosell the thing that wiﬁ

please and PERMANENTLY SATISFY the purchaser, That is why we have gathered here
for comparison snd selection

ter Shown in Central Michigan,

We have uo renson to urge you to buy the CHICKRRING, for its own rich, brilliant tone will win the

musical enr.

We shall be no more urgent abont the beautifal IVERS & POND [or the sweetuess snd purity of tone fros

Its gold strings will srgae it into your delighted sdmiration

I yoniwnut tu puy u little less, you will see for yoursell that the superb KMERSON has no short comings,

even for the most aritical wmns cian,

Thew we shisll show yun, 1oo, the “Sweet-Volced JANSSEN that id loved in thonsands of homes
And the besntifal, splendidly coustrocted, troe oned GLOUGH & WARREN that puts to shamne most

other fnstraments sold at 1te prioe.

BUT WAIT—Even afrer this remrkable ansembly of grands aud nprights that is matched nowhere, von

ara still to see nod hear the Celebrated KRANICH B CH in all it benntifol models

Aund, if yon donot play by note, nor «ar, here nro these grent PLAYER PIANOS:

The ANGELUS—The ONLY pisano of the great s rinmvirste of instrawents of THE FiRST (L ASS that
Rlay»r- the woat artistic, the most bnman player, :

The EVER=ON-A SLUS—a delightfal combinntion,

The ANG* LU~ PIANO, nt still lower cost,

The AUTOPIANO—Beautiful of tone, splendidly constructed, and costing only $3525,

This is why there is no Place Like The Shattuck Music House

to Buy the Piano that will Satisfy You for a Lifetime.

Demoustrations at yonr convenience. Catalog sent npon request.  1f yon have o pinno now, we will take

Terma wade to suit the conveptence of sach castomer, Delivery made limmediately, or jost

The Shattuck Music House

OWSO0OOS, MICHIGAN
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